THE HAND OF ETHELBERTA
Chickerel alighted and walked on towards the gates, Sol remaining In his place. Christopher was some way off, descending the hill on foot, having halted to leave his horse and trap at a small inn at the entrance to the village.
When Chickerel and Mountclere reached the churchyard gate they found it slightly open. The church-door beyond It was also open, but nobody was near the spot.
' We have arrived not a minute too soon, however/ said Mountclere. ' Preparations have apparently begun. It was to be an early wedding, no doubt/
Entering the building, they looked around ; it was quite empty. Chickerel turned towards the chancel, his eye being attracted by a red kneeling-cushion, placed at about the middle of the altar-railing, as if for early use. Mountclere strode to the vestry, somewhat at a loss how to proceed in his difficult task of unearthing his brother, obtaining a private interview with him, and then, by the introduction of Sol and Chickerel, causing a general convulsion.
'Ha! here's somebody/he said, observing a man in the vestry. He advanced with the intention of isking where Lord Mountclere was to be found. Chickerel came forward In the same direction.
' Are you the parish clerk ?3 said Mountclere to the nan, who was dressed up in his best clothes,
* I have the honour of that calling/ the man replied.
Two large books were lying before him on the restry table, one of them being open. As the clerk spoke he looked slantingly on the page, as a person night do to discover if some writing were dry. Mount-'lere and Chickerel gazed on the same page. The book vas the marriage-register.
' Too late!' said Chickerel.
There plainly enough stood the signatures of Lord /fountclere and Ethelberta. The viscount's was very lack, and had not yet dried. Her strokes were firm, nd comparatively thick for a woman's, though paled
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